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Tatiana, the Russian young girl par excellence, the women
shouted with joy. When he recited Pushkin's summons:
Humble yourself, proud man,
First of all, break your pride!
Humble yourself, lowly man,
First of all, toil on your land!
the men lowered their heads, as though listening to a sermon,
Dostoevsky experienced the intoxication of being under-
stood, admired and chosen as a spiritual leader by all these
strangers with anxious faces. He ruled over them. "All this
because of the Karaniazov."
Finally he reached his peroration. "Pushkin died in the full
flowering of his powers, and there is no doubt that he car-
ried with him to his tomb a great secret. Now we must strive
to penetrate it without him."
Dostoevsky stopped. His face was pale, sweat rolled down
his wrinkles and his eyes were red from exhaustion. And sud-
denly a frantic roar rose toward this broken body. Men and
women rose up from their seats, clapped their hands, yelled
and sobbed. Enemies embraced and swore to each other that
they would be better human beings and forget their old quar-
rels. Young people clamored: 'The prophet, the prophet!"
Pushing aside the ushers the audience climbed up to the plat-
form, and Dostoevsky, jostled and bewildered, saw a surging
wave of tailcoats, faces and arms coming toward him. People
fell at his feet, kissed his hands.
4 "You are a genius! You are more than a genius!" For half
an hour he was again and again recalled on the stage.
Finally the committee in charge suspended the session. But
the public had forced their way backstage. A group of stu-